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TRE matin tolls the hour of pany T: 
Aloud the ſiſter-train 


proſtrate before their Sandi 8 as bo 


Pour forth the votive ſtrain. 


Nor at the matin hour of pray r, 
Nor mid the ſiſter-train, 

| proſtrate before her Saviour's croſs 

Did Ellen pour the ſtrain. 
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ET Alone ſhall" Ellen's voice be mute! oY 
The angry Abbeſs ſaid ; 


Alone her duties unperform'd, 
Her gratitude unpaid ?” 


Ceaſe, Lady Abbeſs, ceaſe to chide! 
Her hour of pray is paſt; 

Worn out with grief, e er morning's dawn, 
Poor Ellen breath'd her laſt. 


Thou died'ft, unhappy maid ! nor thine 
A father's parti ng tear! 


No mother's tender boſom pour d, 


Her ſorrows o'er thy bier. 


Thou died | the victim of diſdain ; 1 
Yet thy departing breate 
Implored a bleſſing o'er the youth, 
Whoſe falſehood cauſed thy death. 


« Come, Virgins,” ours in earth's cold womb 
« To lay our ſiſter low, 


Prepare the funeral ſhroud, and fad | 
9 "om the dirge of woe.” ---- 


1 


— 
O'er their dead ſiſters hapleſs fate, 
The virgins weep aloud, 


And ſadly chaunt the dirge, and wrap 
Her pale limbs in the ſhroud. 


Thus fade (th inftruRtive Abbeſs ſaid) 
The guilty in their bloom, 


Thus the ſhort dream of pleaſure o'er 


„The victim fills the tomb. 


„ Virgins, attend! and ye whoſe breafts 
A prey to ſad deſpair, 

% Mourn your ſecluded days, conſign'd 
« To ſolitude and pray r, | 


« Behold this lifeleſs corpſe ] and bid 


* Your vain affliction ceaſe | 
* And bleſs your happier doom, the doom 
© Of innocence and peace. 


« How pale the cheek that lately bluſh'd 
With Nature's pureſt dye! 
« How chang d the form that led to love! 
* How dim the ſparkling eye l 
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« In 11 s, and beauty's pride ſhe bloom d; 
The rival ſuitors came: 

„Henry alone had pow'r to move; 
« She own'd the mutual flame. 


Form'd, to allure th unguarded breaſt, 
«« By every winning art, 

* Henry in beauty's form, conceal'd 

A falſe and faithleſs heart. 


« Invain an aged parent taught, 
That fatally deceiv'd, 

She truſted to a traitor's vows, 
% She lev'd, and ſhe believ'd. 


— 


« She lov'd, and in the lips that ſpoke 
Of love, ſhe ſaw no guile; 
And in the eyes that dwelt on her 
« She fear d no traitor's wile. 


Alas ! the lips that poke of love 
«« Butflatt'red to betray; LH 

c6 The eyes that dwelt on her, but bone 
00 "Bb leer ume. 12 


« Long 


cc 


cc 
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TS 
Long time with mingled paſſions torn, 
* The maid reluctant ſtrove 


T'obey a father's voice, or hear 
« 'The ſofter voice of love. 


With art now Henry gently woo'd, 
«© Now rais'd her jealous fears, 


6 Now threat ed death, now all unman'd 
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«ce 


cc 


cc 


N 


D iſſolv'd in melting tears. 


And much ſhe fear d (for much ſhe lov'd) 


« Some rival's happier pow'r; 


The threats of death, the melting tears, 


«© Her artleſs boſom tore. 


They met---no firm connubial rites 

66 Their tranſient tyes enſur d; 

No yielding parent o'er their head 
& The nuptial blefling pour'd. 


They met---and Henry's art prevail'd--- 


JT vas thine, ſad maid, to prove 
How fickle Henry's faith, how fleet 
Fe joys of guilty love. 

| | 0 


4 Virtue 


3% ten Face 


> +a aa 4 _ & F * 2 
. — Q 7˖—— n 


_— 
— 


NN 
-» 


I | ] 


% Virtue alone is bliſs---five months 
«© Increasd her growing ſhame : 

& Low at his feet ſhe fell Oh! fave 
« An injur'd maiden's fame! 


« Oh! by your ſacred vows reftore 

A bleeding heart to reſt; _ 

„ By the ſweet pledge of mutual joys 
That ſprings within my breaſt; 


« Oh! give his infant voice to liſp 
A father's honour'd name! 

« Reftore a bleeding heart, and fave 
An injur'd maiden's fame! 


In vain---from her encircling arms 
„The perjur'd Henry tore ; 

© Deluded maid, the time is come, 
WMWe part for evermore. 


Too true, deceitful youth, the cry d, 
* For evermore we part; 
„The hour which bears thee hence, that hour 
«« Muſt break thy Ellen s heart. GY 
« A life- 
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« A lifeleſs babe untimely born 
«© Arous'd a mother's care; 

% No friend, no kindred aid was nigh 
« To ſave the helpleſs fair. 


«© Forſaken, to theſe ſacred walls 
* he dying Ellen driv'n, 

<« Reſign'd what yet remain'd of life 
To penitence and heav'n. 


Her end how ſad! O'er her pale form 
« What marks of deep diftreſs ! 

«© See! O'er her boſom bent, her hands 
% A broken heart confeſs ! 


5 Oh, that in death, ſome pitying ſaint 

« Breath'd pardon in her ear | 
* That gracious Heav'n with mercy bleſs'd 
The penitential tear 


„% Yes---the repentant tear ſhall melt--- 

& Virgins your ſorrows ceaſe, 
And bleſs your happier doom, the doom 
Of innocence and peace. 
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E DW IN and ELLEN, 


E L EGIAG r 


IN TWO PARTS. 


Furiis agitatus Amor. 
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a P; iffe oe in Pennant's Tour in Scotland, 
ſuggefled and formed the Ground-Work 


of the following Tale. 


„ 


In the burying- ground of Kirkonnel, is the grave 


of the fair Ellen Irvine, and that of her lover; 


ſhe was daughter of the Houſe of Kirgonnel, 


and was beloved by two gentlemen at the ſame 


time; the one (Douglas) vow'd to ſacrifice the 


ſucceſsful lover (Edwin) to his reſentment ; and 


watch'd an opportunity, while the happy pair 


were ſitting on the banks of the Kirtle, that 
waſhes theſe . 


2 


Ellen perceiv d the deſperate lover on the op- 


poſite ſide, and fondly thinking to ſave her fa- 
vourite,, interpos'd; and receiving the wound in- 
+ | 5 1 tended 


— — — — — 


i 5. 
tended for her beloved, fell, and expir'd in his 
arms, He inſtantly reveng'd her death, then fled 
into Spain, and ſerv'd ſome time againſt the In- 
fidels; on his return he viſited the grave of his 
unfortunate miſtreſs, ſtretch'd himſelf on it, and 


expiring on the ſpot, was interr'd by her fide. 


Vide Pennant's Tour in Scotland, Vol. II. 
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ED WIN and ELLEN, 
PART I. 


WUurgE ſad Kirkonnel heaps her dead, 
In many a mould ring row; 
That wake the ſympathizing ſigh, 
And urge the tear to flow, 


Bend o'er yon humble grave; nor check 
The feelings of thy heart! 
For there a deeper figh ſhall heave, 

A warmer tear ſhall ſtart ! 


Not here ambition's wretch reclines, 
Nor warrior, battle ſlain ; 
Ambition's fate, the warrior's doom, 

Implore regret in vain. 


E 33 Claſp'd 
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Claſp'd in her lover's faithful arms, 
Fair Ellen fleeps beneath; | 

The fondeft pair that ever lov d, 
Their aſhes mix in death. 


Fair as the dawning flow'r of ſpring, 
Was Ellen's beauteous face ; 
Her form was elegance, adorn'd 
With nature's ev'ry grace. 


Yet not to face, or form alone, 
Were nature's gifts confin'd ; 


Her boaſt, her dearer gift, ſhe own'd: 


A fond and feeling mind. 


The rival youth beheld, admir'd, 


Each ftrove her heart to move 4 
Tho” all that ſigh'd, her pity gain d, 


Edwin alone her love. 


The flowers he gave, in Ellen's eye, 
A wond'rous beauty found; | 

The ſongs he fung, in Ellen's ear, 
Attun d a wond'rous ſound. 


Nor 
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Nor greater pow'r, or wealth his lot, 
To bind the mutual tie; 

The pow'r he had was perfect love, 
The wealth, fidelity. 


Warm glow'd her heart, to nature true, 
Nor cou'd its wiſh conceal; 

The conſcious bluſh, the ſpeaking eye, 
The force of love reveal. | 


Yet the poſſeſſion of their bliſs 

In vain its ſweets beftow'd ; 
The lighted Douglas' rival breaſt 
With vengeful fury glow'd.. 


Deep in a wood, her Edwin's care 
Had form'd a ſecret bow'r ; 

And there they join d their plighted hands, 

And endleſs paſſion ſwore. 


And oft, when midnight's ſilent hour 
Had laid the world to reſt; 
The loveſick maiden left her bed, 
| To fleep on Edwin's breaſt. 
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Yet nought avail'd amidſt tle wood, 
'The lone and ſecret bow'r; 

And nought, tho' darkneſs: reign'd around 
The midnight s ſilent hour. 


The reſtleſs Douglas jealous eye 
Pervades the darken d air; - 


And view'd the ſpot, and mark'd the youth, 


Who revell'd nightly there. ; 


To the lone wood, to meet her love, 
Fond Ellen haſtes along; 
The pale moon caſt a tranſient ray, 
The chequer'd trees among. 


And whilft around her Edwin's neck 
Her ſnowy arms ſhe flung; 


And with o'erflowing raptures caught, 


The muſic of his tongue; 


 Conceal'd the envious Douglas heard 


Their vows and plighted faith; 
Thou dieft, too happy youth, he cried, 
This arrow brings thy death.” 


F 


By the pale moon-beam, Ellen ſaw 
The gleaming arrow part, 

She bar'd her breaſt, and met the blow, 
It pierc'd in twain, her heart. 


Reſtrain thy ſorrows !' Bleſt in life, 
Her death demands no ſigh !. 

For him, ſnhe only wiſh'd to live, 
For him, . ſhe dar'd to die! 


Go---mourn, where Edwin's harder fate 
Requires compaſſion's tear ! 

Go---mourn the friend, the lover, torn: 

From all his foul held dear l 


' Go---mourn, the wretch, who ſaw her eyes 
Dwelling on him, in death, 

Who ſaw a bleeding miſtreſs fall, 
Who caught her dying breath ! 5 


Fix'd as the marble- ſorm of grief 
That guards the ſacred dead, 
Pale, breathleſs, o'er the fatal wound 

In ſilence hung his head. 
5 Nor 
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Nor flow'd the tear, nor burſt the figh; | 
Unequal theſe, to prove | 
| The feel of cold, and deep deſpair, 
The pang of hopeleſs love. 


Vet vengeance claims it's deftin'd prey, 
And points the murd'rer's doom ; 
See- -Edwin's ſtronger arm conſigns 
The villain to his tomb. 


And thrice the deſp rate Edwin rear d 
Againſt himſelf the ſteel: | 
Religion held th' uplifted hand, 
And bad him live, and feel. 


Bad him, purſue the dang'rous paths 
Her martyrs nobly trod; 

And vindicate-a Chriſtian's name, 
A Saviour, and a God. 


EDWIN 
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E D WIN and ELLEN. 


PART II. 


Wert ſtreaming o'er the Spaniſh tow' s, 
The Mooriſh ftandards wave, 

And the bold infidel rejoic'd 
Oer many a Chriſtian's grave; 


Religion call d her ſons to war, 
Her red-croſs banner rear 'd, 
Rous' d at her call, the Chriſtian world 


At once in arms appear d. 


Amidft the youth, whom glory urgd 

To deeds of ſacred fame gi | 

The firſt, the boldeſt of them all, 
Impatient Edwin came. 
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No hopes of glory urg'd his mind; 
His wiſh, his ſole deſire, 

To meet in arms, a ſoldier's death, 

To con quer and expire. 


For this, he boldly dard oppoſe: 
Alone, the num'rous foe, 
For this, he ruſh'd' amidſt the ftorm;.. 
And ſought the deadly blow. 


In vain----the dauntleſs hero breath d 
Where thouſands ſtrew'd the ground, 

The hand which ſought for death, unhurt 
Dealt death to all around. 


Thus many a ling'ring month had paſt 
Nor brought the wiſh d relief; 

But deeper fix d, his dire deſpair, 

And ftrength' ned all his grief. 


Oft ſhrieking, midſt the battle's din 
Sad Ellen's voice he heard, 

Amidſt the various forms of death 
Her dying form appear C2 


When worn with grief, he ſunk in ſleep, 
Still the pale viſion came; 

"Twas Ellen's form, the ſame her look, 
Her bleeding wound the ſame : 


She mark'd, where mould' ring in the grave, 


Her corſe, alone, yet lay, | 
And op d for him, the deſtin d tomb, 
And chid his long delay. 


«« Tis juſt,” the conſcious youth exclaim d, 


« I ſee and bleſs my doom; 
« Not long, thy injur'd ghoſt ſhall mourn ; 
Nor mark the. deſtin d tomb. 


„The hearts, which only breath'd to meet, 


Again in death ſhall join, 
„„The grave which holds thy ſad remains, 
shall ſoon be clos d o'er mine.” 


With eager haſte, again he ſought, "=p N 


Kirkonnel's fatal ſhore ; 
Each ſpot the ſcene of pleaſure paſt, 
The face of horror wore. 
G 


Here, 
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Mere, muſing on his eatlieſt days, 
Poor Edwin fondly dwelt ; 
Andilu'l'd a while to reſt, his heart 
A gleam of pleaſure felt. 


For here his infant hours had paſt, 
A ſtranger yet to care, 
 Feer felt his breaſt the force of love, 
The horror of deſpair. 


But mem' ry urg d by keen regret, 
Again his boſom tore; 

The ſad remembrance, -rous'd-his ſoul, 
To all it felt before. 


The bow'r he views---his *wilder'd looks 
The well-known object tell ! 
Twas there, his Ellen bleft his love, 
*Twas there, for him ſhe fell. 


Scarce heav'd his pulſe; his limbs unnerv'd, 
Scarce bear their tremblin g load, 

To where the viſion mark d the Place 
Of Ellen's-fad abode. Sa 
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There to th' extreme of paſſion fir d, 
Frantic he beat his breaſt, 

And laid him, on the clay- cold tomb- - 
« "Tis here, he cry' d, I reſt. 


«© *Tis Ellen's voice; I come, I come, 
Receive my dying breath; 
“ Again we meet, to part no more,” 


He ſunk in inftant death. 
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BERTRAM and MATILDA, 
ELEGIAC TAR 


IN TWO PARTS. 


Felices ter et amplius, 


Quos irrupta tenet copulamte 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Richard the Firſt, being told that Bertram, one 
of his followers in the holy wars, had ſpoken diſre- 
ipectfully of him, orders his guards to bring him 


inſtantly in, chains before him. 


Bertram remonſtrates in vain, upon the injuſtice of 
the king's proceedings, and appeals to his former ſer- 


vices, as the teſt of his loyalty. 


Richard ſtung with the conſciouſneſs of having ill 


treated a man, who had deſerved the higheſt honours, 
and willing entirely to throw off the reſtraint, which 
his unjuſt conduct had impoſed on him, almoſt frantic 
with rage and ſhame, commands his execution the 


next morning. 
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Matilda, hearing of her huſband's fate, under the 
diſguiſe of a hermit, obtains permiſſion, to confeſs and 


exhort the criminal---She throws herſelf into his arms, 
and regardleſs of his entreaties, reſolves to die with 


him. 


In the morning he is led out for execution, and 
while the ax hangs over his head, Matilda, unable to 
conceal her terror, throws off the hermit's diſguiſe, 


and claſping her huſband in her arms, provokes the 


blow. 


Richard affected at this intereſting ſcene, orders his 
releaſe, and reſtores him on the ſpot, to his former 


dignities, and honours. 


| 


BERTRAM 


BERTRAM and MATILDA, 
= 


PART I. 


6C 


"T7 S fixt---His forfeit life ſhall bleed, 
(Impatient Richard cries) 

Now by the holy Croſs I ſwear 
« The traitor Bertram dies. 


CC. 
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Shall the bold ſubject's voice oppoſe 
* The ſov'reign's juſt command & 
Shall proud diſloyalty uncheck d, 


« Stalk o'er th' affrighted land? 


[4 


Hence be the captive baron brought 
* Before his monarch's eyes--- 
{© Begone---eer morning's dawn appears: 
The traitor Bertram dyes.” 
I = The 
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The royal bands, his caſtle force: - 


A o guard their lord from wrong, 
Arround in glitt ring mail array d, 


His faithful warriors throng. 


Unmov'd, the loyal Bertram Rood, _ 
And quell'd their daring force : 
If juſt ; be mine, the doom of guilt, 
„Let vengeance, claim it's courſe ! 
40 I, I alone, can boldly clear 
« My violated fame. 
Guards, be the king's commands obey'd, 


cc The guiltleſs, fear no blame.” 


From him, in rage, the injur'd chief 
The helm, and hauberk tore, 
Farewell, no longer mine l theſe arms 


« A traitor never bore. 


No longer mine, let other hands 
My dreaded falchion rear. 
He drew the blade---he ſfigh'd---and dropt 
The agonizing tear. 


[i 1 


Not arms the warrior wears, but chains, 


The coward's calling tie ; 
His free-born limbs, ſuſtain the load, 
And badge of infamy. 


| Yet nor the warrior mourn'd the chains, 
The coward's galling tye: 
Nor that his free-born limbs ſuſtain d 
The badge of infamy. 


But when amidſt the ſcene of woe 
| The ſad Matilda preſt, 
And ruſhing thro' the guards, in tears 

Flew to her Bertram's breaſt; 

When from her foſt ring boſom ſnatch' d 
With anguiſh almoſt wild, 

To a fond father's parting eyes, 
'The mother held his child, 


The huſband, father, wept- Lead on! 


cc Nature: can bear no no] 


ec Lead on---If death my doom, 'tis vain! 


«© The pang of death is o er. 


Beſore 


rn 


Before his ſov reign's preſence brought, 
1 ntrepid Bertram ſtood. 
Richard be juſtreſtore my fame, 
Or take my forfeit blood. 


a 


* 


fRichard be juſt 4 Ves, traitor, (loud 
The furious monarch ſaid) 
The juſtice thou implor'ft ſhall burſt 


* In vengeance on thy head. 


The fame thou aſk'ſt, for ever loſt, 
&« Is ſtain'd with treachery ; 
The death thou ſcorn' ſt, but waits my word : : 


ov 


N 


« Traitor | prepare to die--- 


4 


So wills thy king -“ Thy will be done. 
I come prepar d to die; . 

„ But ill prepar'd to meet the death 

* That's ſtain d with treachery. 


Grant me, my liege, in arms to meet, 
* Th' accuſer face to face; - 
<« I dare the proof---my ſword in blood, 
« Shall clear it's lord's diſgrace. 
3 


« If conquer'd, low I fall, be his 
To vent his utmoſt ire: 
If conquror, thus in arms, how great 
** How glorious to expire 


] aſk not life---be death my doom--- 
II come, at honour's call, 
„% T' aſſert a warrior's injur d fame; 
+ "Then like a warrior fall. 


Not here with weak unmanly words, 
] kneel to ſooth thy pride; 
Let deeds of manhood, ſpeak the man, 
© By ſuch be Bertram try d. 
In chains, behold the ſoldier, fam ' d. 
«© In many a bold cruſade, 
« Who firſt, on Aſcalon's proud tow rs, 
* The Chriſtian Croſs diſplay d.“ 


When Saladin's thrice-conquer'd troops 
[ Once more the combat ſtood, 
Where Acon's long diſputed walls 
Ran down with Engliſh blood .; 
N 1 When 


* 


mn hon the laſt conflict furious rag'd, 
« By deſp' rate valour led, 
<« On thee, the foe ruſh'd down, and pour 'd 


. Deſtruction on thy head; 


„When wild confuſion ſeiz d thy troops; 
| « And pierc'd with many a wound, 
Amidſt th' inſulting foe, thou fell'ſt, 

« Faint, breathleſs, on the ground: 


c 


La) 


« This traitor arm reftor'd thy life; 
„I turn'd the tide of war, 

Richard behold,”---he bar'd his breaſt, 
And ſhew'd the glorious ſcar. 


c 


* 


The warriors view d- unus ' d to melt 
Their manly eyes oerflow'd :- 

At once o'er Richard's conſcious cheeks. 
The burning bluſhes glow'd ; 


Frantic with rage, and mingled ſhame, 
He drew the vengeful blade; 

« Strike thro the breaſt, that bled for thee, 
Intrepid Bertram ſaid. 


« No 


ie No more---by Heav'n thou dieſt! begone ! 
The morning drinks thy blood.” 


Seen thro' the trembling croud, in rage, 
The monarch ſtately ſtrode. 
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BERTRAM and MATILDA. 


[ ART 1. 
| WII ling'ring expectation torn 
| The ſad Matilda mourn'd ; 
The voice of ſorrow ſmote her ear: 
| In tears the Page return'd ; 


Loud thro' the caftle ſpreads th' alarm, 

| The fatal rumour flies: 

IS Lady put on thy mourning weeds, 
To- morrow Bertram dies.” 


Ah who ſhall dry the widows tears, 
Or ſooth the pang of grief? 
Pour o'er the breaking heart the balm 


Which miniſters relief? 
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« To-morrow Bertram dies!'---at once, 
Impatient at the ſound, _ 
Again, in glitt'ring mail array'd, 
His warriors throng around. 


. 


Q 


And we will dry the widows tears, 
* And ſooth the pang of grief; 


- 


* 


Pour o'er the breaking heart the bam, 
Which miniſters relief. 


% Weep not ! theſe arms from tyrant force 
COCur priſon'd lord ſhall wreft : 
c Bertram ſhall live---with him well breathe, 

Or with him ſink to reſt.” 


<< Forbear the dang'rous deed, nor fix 
& 'Th' irrevocable ſtain. 

% Be his the arms of innocence--- 
All other arms are vain. 


„ Virtue which ſmiles at death, diſdains 

% By force to fave a life. 
. Such is my Bertram s will; and ſuck 
„*The will of Bertram's wife.” 
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Abafh'd, the warrior train retir d- 

The curfew's ſolemn ſound, 

Thro' the increaſing darkneſs, toll'd 
The hour of reſt around. 


The curfew's ſolemn found, which toll d 5 
To all the hour of reſt, 


Rung the preſaging knell of death, 


To ſad Matilda's breaſt. 


4 The morning drinks my huſband's blood : 
Go page (Matilda cries) 

« Haſte to the holy Anſelm's cell 
<< And bid the hermit riſe.” 


He came---but when with hands uprais'd, 
And kneeling on the ground, 2 
Bent o'er her ſleeping babe in tears 
The ſorr wing fair he found; 


With kindred ſorrow torn, long time 
The rev rend hermit ſtands : 


<< Say, lady, whence thy grief? and why 


„To Heav'n theſe lifted hands? _ 
| „The 


E 


The morning drinks my hufband's blood: 
18 By doom unjuſt he dies; 
* Bound in the dungeon's dreary cell, 
The priſon'd Bertram lies. - 


« Oh, father! by our Saviour's croſs 
« Which guards thy holy breaſt ! 
By him, whofe boſom bled for all 
Receive my fad requeſt! 


N 


4 


N 


Grant in thy facred garb diſguis d, 
«© To ſeek the dungeon's cell, 
Receive a huſband's kiſs of death, 
And ſigh a laſt farewel.” 


« 


A 


Ves! lady, take my hermit's dreſs 
** pray'rs, and bleſſings take; 

The pow'r whoſe boſom bled for all 

Shall ne'er thy truth forſake.” 


Veil'd, in the rev'rend father's hood 
She ſought the priſon round. 
«©. *T'is Bertram's flinty. bed, and faſt 
His eyes in ſleep are bound 


oh | 
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40 Is this the bed of guilt. 2---Such, reſt 
%% Neer ſooth d a traitor's ſenſe 
4 Such is the reſt of virtue, ſack, . 
% The fleep of innocence.” 


Awak ning, by the glimm ' ring lamp, 
He ſaw the father ſtand- 1 

And thrice he kiſs d the extended croſs, 
And preſs d the trembling hand. 


Oh, father! mourn. not o'er the ſcene, 
„Which ſoon in death will cloſe; 

* Mourn, where each length ned hour of liſez 
% Prolongs a widow 's woes. 


« Watch o'er an orphan child, and ſoothe 
« A mother's grief to reſt.” 
---Matilda claſps her Bertram's neck ! 
She ſunk upon his breaſt | 


„Thy hour of death is mine l I come 
4 Reſolv'd-to ſhare thy doom. 

The morning's light, which ſees. thee fall 
«c Shall guide me to the tomb. 


< Ob! 


* Ohl] by our tender pledge of loy 

« Avert the dire deſign! 

* Our Joys were one one be our fate 
« Thy hour of death be mine“. 
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At day-break, from his bed, enrag'd 
The watchful Richard flies; 
Lead out the victim, to his fate, 
„ E'en now, the traitor dies. 
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Encircled by the murm'ring croud, 
The monarch preſs'd the throne; 
No eye, ſave his, refus'd'a tear, 
No breaft, ſave his, 'a groan, . 


When flow, the ſad proceſſion mov d. 
The miniſter of fate 

Came frſt; his right-hand bore aloft 
The ax's ponderous weight. 


The hermit-next, wrapt in the hood, 
With falt ring footſteps went; 

His arms were croſs d, low towards the earth, 
His looks were downward bent. 

| 1 Bare- 
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Bareheaded laft, with mien erect 
The dauntleſs Bertram came, 

Unmov'd he gaz d on all, no fear 
Could ſhake the warrior's frame. 


<< Now ſtrike the blow”---Firm on the block 
His guiltleſs neck he laid; | 
The naked ax, was uplifted high, 
Huug trembling o'er his head. 


Hence vain diſguiſe,” Matilda cry'd 
«© One little moment ſtay !” 

With eager haſte, ſhe inſtant caft. 
The friars garb, away; 


Down her white breaſts, that wildly, heav'd, 
Her hair luxuriant hung; p. 
« Now ſtrike the blow! o'er Bertram's neck 
Her ſnowy. arms ſhe flung. 0 


« One death ſhall end us both !“. * No, live 


(The wond ring Richard eries.) 


To life, to liberty, to ſame, _ _ 


« Thy monarch bids thee riſe. | - 
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Tantum religio potuit fuadere malorum. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


| Edwy the eleventh king of the Saxon monarchy, 
had ventur'd, contrary to the remonſtrances of the 
eccleſiaſtics, to eſpouſe . a princeſs of the 


* 


royal blood. 


On the day of his coronation, his nobility were aſ- 
ſembled in a great hall, and were indulging themſelves 
with riot uſual on theſe occaſions, when Edwy, at- 
tracted by ſofter pleaſures, retired into the queen's 
apartments, and in that privacy gave the reins to his 
fondneſs towards his wife : Dunſtan conjectured the 
reaſon of the king's retreat, and carrying along with 
him Odo, archbiſhop of Canterbury, upbraided Edwy 
with his laſciviouſneſs, and abuſing the queen, tore 
her from his arms, 


N Odo, 


146] 


Odo ſent into the palace a party of foldiers who | 
br d Elgiva, and having burnt her face with a red- | 
hot iron, they carried her by force into Ireland, there 


to remain in perpetual exile. 


The princeſs being cured of her wounds, returned 
to England, and was flying to the embraces of her 
huſband, when ſhe fell into the hands of a party 
raiſed by. Odo ; nothing but the moſt cruel death 
could ſatisfy ** which was inflicted. 


Edwy reſign 'd his crown, to his younger brother, 
and died ſhortly after of M1 


Vide Hume's Hiſtory of England, Lol. I. 
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WI E N youthful Edwy's ſceptre rul'd, 
O'er England's wide domain, 
When virtue's dawning light illum d, 
The morning of his reign; 


More, by his gentle ſway allur'd, 
Than all the pride of ſtate, 

To guard, their monarch's infant ſtrength, 
The num'rous barons wait. 


Yet, midft the great and gallant train, 
That girt the ſplendid throne, 
In air, in look, a king, o er all, 
Superior Edwy ſhone Ss | 
O'er 


The bloom of youth, the mien of grace, q 


4 3 | 
f 4 8 1 
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O'er him profuſely, nature's hand 
Had laviſh'd ev'ry charm, 


* 2 


The majeſty of form. 


And join'd with theſe, the nobleſt gift, 
True dignity of mind, 

The great deſire 2 to reign by love, 
To rule, and bleſs mankind. 


Vet ſcarce mature in years, 1 
Maturer wiſdom crown d. 

Which taught that i in their ſubje&t 8 hearts, . 
The pow r of kings is found. bh 


Hence "Om © peace, and Shu laws, 
| Confirm d impartial ſway, 
And juftice ſooth d by mercy, urg St 
To honor, and \ ma 


How bleft the king whoſe boundlefs pow” 8 
But gives the means to bleſs ; ; 

When king, and parent meet, how pore 
A people's happmeſs ne 


The 


[I al 


The flatt'ring hopes, which o'er the dawn 
Of youth, diftus'd their pow'r, 

Promis'd to crown the man, and cloſe 
In peace, life's latter hour. 


Alas! the flatt'ring hopes of youth 
But ſerv'd to urge his doom; 
The virtues rip'ning into age, 
Wept oer th untimely tomb. 


So fall the blooming ſweets of ſpring, 
| Before the wafting ſhow'r. 
So, bent before the northern blaſt, 
Reclines the drooping flow'r. 


The haughty prieſt's all-pow'rful. arm, 
Wide-waſting rag d around; 
And ſuperſtitions threat ſuppreſs d 
Religion's milder ſounßc. 


She bad the trembling world adore, 
And hail the ſtern decree, 
Which bow'd the necks of kings, and bent 
In duſt, the regal knee. G: A 

O 
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And much the ſimple age admir d, 
Her forms, and myſtic lore; | 


And miracles, on faith impos'd; 
Proclaim'd and fix'd her pow r. 


Firſt of this curſed ſect, the hand 
Of Odo rul'd the ftate; 

Hi; will was law---He ſpoke---'T was done, 
His voice, the word of fate. 


Yet, nor the mild perſuaſive ſtrains - 
Of charity inſpir dj 7 

Nor the warm glow -of decent zeal 5 
The prelate's boſom fir d, 


But pride, ambition, bigot- seal. 
To deeds of fury driv inn 

And luſt of pomp, and bn 
This delegate of heav'n, s. 


Rous'd by his voice, the madden'd crowd, 
No choice, no diff rence find C 0 
Between a king, who rul'd to bleſs, 
A prieft, to curſe mankind, 
Long 


1 57 7 
Long time, the gentle Edwy's breaſt, 
Alive to pity's call; 
Had ſadden'd o er his ſubjects woes, 
The father fe't for all, 


Superior to the ſervile crowd, 
ls great, and lib'ral ſoul 
Bad him, the free-born theught os ri. 
Impatient of controul ; 


Bad reafon, ſeek conviction s light 


Without 1 impiety ; ; 
And gave firm faith, and Chriſtian zeal. 


With Chriſtian charity. 


He ſcorn'd the prelate's grov ling heart 
By ignorance confin' d: 
Yet trembled at the iron rod, 


Which rul'd, and ſcourg' d wankind. 5 


Arm'd with the ſov'reign pow. r he vow d. _ # 


To cruſh his ſubject 8 pride, 
With arrogated might of heav' n, 
The * his King defy” d. 
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And hence, the vengeful Odo mark' d, 
Fach act, and ſlighteſt word, | 
The feelings, paſſions of his heart, 

And frailties all explor d. 


Reſolv'd, to bare to public view, 
And public infamy, : N 
Each deed, wherein the monarch fail'd, 


Or where humanity : 


In vain !---Their monarch, juſt, and good, 
Proclaim'd a nation's cry ; 

No vice difgrac'd the man, no ſtain 
Of weak humanity. 


Yet his the feelings of a man, 
One paſſion, fill'd his mind, 

With pureft ſympathy of ſoul 
He bow'd, to love reſign d. 


This Odo ſaw ; thro' nature's tyes 
Reſolv'd to pierce the fteel, 
And in the lover's wounded heart, 
To make the monarch feel. 
199 EDWY 
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Amir the court's engaging fair, 
Whoſe rival beauties ftrove, 
To wake the wiſh of young deſire, 
And raife the warmth of love, 


Sweet, as the roſe which moift with dew, 
| Breathes forth the morning gale ; 
Fair, as the ſnowy leaves which deck 
'The lily of the vale, 


_ Elgiva ſhone.----Youth's early bloom, 
'The harmony of face, 

Health's vivid. glow, the light of love, 

| PerfeRtion's poliſh'd grace, | 

P Adorn'd 
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Adorn'd the maid- -The faultleſs ; form, 
Proclaim'd a faultleſs mind; 
'T'was nature's winning gifts, by art 
Enlighten'd, rais'd, refin'd : 


O'er her ſoft cheek the kindling bluſh, 
Reſiſtleſs charms impreft ; 
The feelings of a tender heart 


Shone in her eye confeſt. 


For her, th' enamour'd youth repeat, 

The vow, and frequent ſigh ; 
For her, each martial boſom beat, 
To deeds of chivalry. 


For her in honour's liſted courſe, 
To gain her ſmile intent ; 

The warriors throng---She grac'd the _ 
The tilt and tournament. | 


But ſprung from royal blood, ſhe bore 
A high and noble mind ; 
And ſcorn d a ſubject's 2 and wiſh d 
The king and lover join'd. | . 
— Nor 
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Nor wiſh'd in vain ;---Long Edwy's breaſt, 


Had felt the mutual flame, 
The ſame their kindred blood, and more 
Their kindred mind the ſame. 


Together play'd their infant years, 
Inſenſibly they lov'd ; 
The paſſion, childhod firſt began, 


' Increaſing years improv d; 


The tyes which knit their hearts in one 
No tranſient union join'd, 

Twas beauty's faireſt charms, by ſenſe 
Augmented, and combin'd : : 


Twas this that bad their ev'ry look, 
Th' extreme of paſſion move, 
Inſpir'd their voice, to breathe the ſoul 

The luxury of love. | 


The gentle Edwy's boſom felt 
No rude licentious fire, | 

Fixt, at the altar's foot, he vow'd 
To ſanctify deſire. 


That 


2 . 
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That holy rites, ſhould join the hearts 
Which nature had made one; 


The ſov reign of his heart ſnould * 


The n of his throne. 


Odo forbad---He r urg d the guilt E 
Of kindred family, EN) | 
And laws which eireumſerib d * ou * 


Of nature's ſov ie. 


„Their vows impure.”---* Their love unchaſte,” 


Thus ſpoke the ftern decree.--- 


Ry Wn the pure vows of love unchaſte? 8 


Is truth impiety? 


In vain the monarch rag'd; in vain 
With pray'rs the lover woo'd ; 

No rage alarm'd, no pray'rs aſſuag' d: 
Th' unfeeling prieſt purſu d. 


But int'reſt, bad his venal voice, 
A milder tone aſlume.; _ 

His will, proclaim'd the harſh amn 
His will, could check its 


„ Monarch, 


L & 3 


„Monarch, be wealth, and pow'r my lot, 

** Belove, and rapture thine, 
« Renounce the wife, a ſpecious name, 
Enjoy the concubine. 


« Monarch, 1 wealth, and pow'r my lot. b 

a . dread the dire event, | 
Dread the effects of boundleſs pow'r, 
„Which knows not to relent. 


N 


c 


Hence, prieſt accurs d, fierce Edwy cried; 
Bright beam d, his ſparkling eye, 
The feelings of inſulted love, 
The rage of majeſty. |. -_ 


+ Thou claim'ſt a ſway from God deriv : 

Go, learn th Almighty mind! | 

«« Heavens. attribute: is boundleſs. po] rm 
With boundleſs mercy join d. 


Preſumptu' us wretch, the ſpirit free 

Nos prieſtly pow r eontrouls; 
No barb' rous rule, nor law, ſhall bre. 
our ſouls. 


C The unio 0 


3 2. Preſumptu us 
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«© Prefumptu'us wretch, ſhall nature's claim 


All nature, ſpeaks the will of Heav'n, + 
« Her's, is the voice of God ; 


cc That voice I hear, to thee denied 
Be thine th' unnatural vow, ib. 
Which in the cloiſter” 8 freezing cell 
« Forbids the blood to flow. 


Nor boaſt thy wind ub d.. | which dead 
« To feeling, as to ſenſe, 

Still ſtrives to break it's oath; and beaches 
« Reluctant abſtinence: 


« Of natvre's firſt beheſt!! 
Mine, is the genial warmth. of love, 
The rapture of the breaſt.” _ 


The awful words, the monarch ſpoke, 6951 
With reaſon's force inſpir d, 

From Odo, ſilenc d allrepty ;* 1 7. 1) 4/7 
Abaſh d the prieſt retir ]. 


Yet 
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Vet Edwy mourn'd; and the big tear 
Which ſwell'd Elgiva's eye; 

| E'en in her lover's arms, preſag d 

A hapleſs deſtiny. 


Hence calm reflection, taught to hide 

The paſſion of their breaſt; 

And cooler judgment ſooth'd awhile 
Their mutual wiſh to reſt, 
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Brrcur in the ſky, the radiant ſun 
Beam'd forth a golden ray; 

All nature ſmil'd, approving heav n, 

Adorn' d the feſtal day: 


The day, which gave a nation's voice, 
Their lawful king to own; 
Which to the beſt of monarchs gave 
The ſceptre and the crown. 


Around in marſhall'd order rang d, 
Th' aſſembled barons wait; 

The power of majeſty appear d, 
In all the pomp of ſtate. 


The 


L 6 


The trumpets 1 ſound, theii milk-white ſteeds 


The armed warriors rode ; 3, 


And thrice their voice proclaim d the king 
Th' anointed of their God. 


At ev'ry ſound, with joyful ſhouts, 
Reply the eager throng ; 
And loud the feſtive hall around 


With acclamations rung. 


And loud each tongue confeſs'd the hopes 
Which grac'd youth's early ſpring ; 

Which ſeem d to mark, in riper years, 
The father, friend, and king. 


High o'er the reſt, conſpicuous plac'd, 
'The monarch preſt the throne ; 
The ſceptre grac d his guardian ry 
His brows, the regal crown. 


Yet, nor the ſcepter'd hand of pow'r, | 
Nor crown's imperial creſt ; 


Could ſmooth the ruffled brow, e or — 


The tumult of the breaſt, 
R 


& * : 
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Oſt, midi the general joy, the tear 
| Would tremble ; in his eye; = 
Grief o'er the bloom of youth, had ed 
A ſad ſolemnity. 


The voice which hait's him king. the hand 
Which crown'd th' anointed brow ; 7 | 
Was Odo's voice, was Odo's hand, 


The author of his woe. 


In vain, th' hiftoric minftrel's art 
| To notes of rapture fit d); 
Swept o'er the ſubject lyre, and deep 


- The trembling chords infpir'd. 
„ Aloud, the Saxon fame reſound! 
« Hengiſt's and Horſa's name, 


Loud in the martial ſtrains repeat! 
« Reſound the Saxon's fame! 


From parent Elbe the warriors came 
« To Britain's ſea-girt ſhore, 7 
Firſt of the firanger race, their hands 


6 The Saxon ftandard*bore. 
| =o. „ Te The 
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« The praiſe of Egbert, loud repeat 
Rais d by the conqu ring ſword, 
« The warrior cruſh'd a hoſt of kings 2 
« Hail! England's fov'reign lord!“ 


The minſtrel figh'd; he mourn'd a race 
Inglorious and unknown ; 

% Tis Ethelred demands the ftrain,--- 

«© Reſume a bolder tone 


„Oh, much below d oh, early loſt ! 
« Lamented youth, farewel ! 
His country call'd her king to arms, 

He flew, he fought, he fell.” 


The minftrel roſe----The lightning glance, 
Of rapture, flaſh'd his eye; 

„ Provoke the ſtrings | Reſign the lyre 
« To all its extacy! 


is Alfred's praiſe l the patriot king !”--— 
Fir'd at the awful name, 

Edwy's impaſſioned boſons burnt, 
And felt the kindred flame. 


Great 
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Great king ! the heroe's praiſe, is thine, 
The ſword, by Vict'ry crown'd ! 

And thine the milder arts of peace, 
*© Glory without a wound! 


«© Reſound the ſong of victory! 
All hail ! the conqueror! 
© Thy hand, from Hubba's fruggling arm 


The banner'd raven tore. 


4% Sound ſoft my lyre ! ſmooth flow the ſong ! 


« Let gentler warblings riſe! 

&© Lo Science, Peace, and 113 twine 
« A wreath, which never dies. 

<« The arts he gave ! the muſe he lov'd 
« On him ſhall ever dwell! A 


% Farewell thou England's glory! pride 


6 Of human- kind! farewell! 


«© Farewel, to riſe no more !'*---at once 
The burſting ſhouts exclaim ; 


In Edwys breaſt, our Alfred lives, 


« Another, and the ſame.” 


The 
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The monarch roſe- High ſwell'd his heart 
With pleaſures vaſt exceſs; 

25 My praiſe, (he cry d) my people's love, 

My pride, their happineſs.” 


He could no more- The burſting flow 
Of joy, his cheek bede wd: 

T was nature's feeling pauſe- The pauſe 
Of heart- felt gratitude. 


The tranſient joy ſubſides- Again 
He bow'd the head of grief; 
In vain, amidſt the feſtal pomp 
His boſom ſought relief; 


Tir'd with the ſcenes, which in his breaſt | 
Bad the big paſſions riſe, 
To fair Elgiva's arms in haſte, 


Th' enamour'd monarch flies. 


6% No more conceal'd, our hearts ſhall think 
60 Beneath a tyrant's ſway, 

The King ſhall ſpeak his ſow'reign will, 

* The ſubje& croud obey. 


11 
« This day, which gives a crown, the ſame 
A dearer gift ſhall join, 
In chaſte connubial bonds of love 
Our mutual hands combine. 


Ve ſaints, who guard the ſpotleſs vow ! 
« And thou great Pow'r above 


Behold theſe plighted hands, and crown 
« The wiſh of wedded love!“ 


“ Forbear raſh king”---'tis Odo ſpeaks jon = 
«© Disjoin thoſe plighted hands! 

In me, the delegate of Heavn, 
* The will of God commands: 


c 
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Forbear---nor ſwear th' unhallow'd faith ! 
The faith which binds ye one, 

Shall doom Elgiva's death, and hurl 
The monarch from his throne. 


C 
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« My pow'r, annuls the vows of guilt ;--- 
7 Hence, drag, the Fatal fair, 
«« Far from the haunts of joy, and love, 
« To anguiſh, and deſpair. 
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* Accurſt the charms, which lead to crimes, 


«« Which brighten, but to wound. 


Ev'n in thy preſence, king unaw d, 
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Now gaſh the roſy lip of love, 


6 
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Her ſtruggling limbs are bound. 


Save mel What mean thoſe ghaſtly looks, 
« And what, that ruffian band? 

Why o'er my head, the trembling ſteel ? 
For whom the lighted brand ? 


Are theſe thy miniſters on earth, 
«© Thou God of Peace and Love? 
Have mercy !---As ye hope at laſt 


„ For mercy from above!” 


Proceed,” relentleſs Odo cry'd, 


«+ Deſtroy her ev'ry grace; 


« Now burn the mangled face.“ 


Raſh monarch ! ſheath thy lifted blade, 


* Or now before thy eyes, 


"This dagger drinks her heart's laſt drop; 


* Behold----Flgiva dies.“ 
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« Stay, ruffian, ſtay---One parting look, 
„One ling'ring laſt fare wel; 
* We liv'd to love; we part; tis death---"" 
He ſaid, he groan d, he fell. 


EDWY 
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ED WV and ELGIVA 


PART IV. 


WIRE bow'd by age, the crumbling rock, 
Hung o'er the darken'd flood; 

In ruins, on the tottring height, 
A lonely caſtle ſtood. 


The gloom of melancholy round 

Sad deſolation pour d; 
Bleak blew the blaſt ; the wild ſtorm rag 'd, 

The tumbling billows roar d. 


Hither, on Erin's diſtant fhore, 
From love's embraces torn; 
By ruthleſs Odo's ſtern command, 
The wounded fair was borne. 
* Not 
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Not this the face, whoſe magic bloom 
Enchanted ev'ry eye; [= 
Nor theſe the charms which caus'd deſire, 


And rais'd the am'rous ſigh. 


Deep in the dungeon's dreary cell, 
Immur'd Elgiva lay; 

Faint thro' the gloomy darkneſs, gleam'd 
The ſickly light of day. 


Ihro' the looſe crag, and ee ſtones, 
The rain inceſſant fell; 5 

And round the ſhrinking head of woe, ee 
The gather'd tempeſts yell : _ 


Tho' to Elgiva's tender frame, 
Severe each feſt ring ſmart ; 

Yet heavier far the weight of grief, 

The anguiſh of the heart. 


Nor flow'd the tear, for beauty gone, 
Or loſs of evry charm; 

But vows unbleſt, and hopeleſs love, 
Prey'd on her waſted form. 
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Vet here the love which caus'd her woes, 


Would chaſe thoſe woes away; 
And o'er the ſtorms of mis'ry beam d 
A pure and genial ray. 


Oft free from all reſtraint, at large 
Th' excurſive mind would rove, 

To happier hours, when Edwy call'd. 

I empire, and to love. 


The happier hours in mem'ry warm, 
Awake th' ideal bliſs; 

The plighted hand, the vow of truth, 
Seal'd by the holy kiſs. 


Thus many a ling ring month had paſt, 
Nor brought Elgiva's doom; 
But gave reviving health to blow, 
And beauty 's charms to bloom. 


Again with health return d the hopes, 
Which bleſs'd the days of youth; 


And pictur'd fair, the promis d meed. 


Of conſtancy and truth. 


"I was: 


PA. 1 


Twas midnight —— On the chilling ſtone 
She ſunk with grief oppreſt; 
ImperfeR ſlumbers clos'd her eyes 


In momentary reſt. 


Thro' the dim cave, unwonted light, 
A ſtreaming taper glar d; 
A ftranger's ſteps approach d; his hand 
Ihe iron gate unbarr'd. 


«© If yet, he cry d, © the doom of death, 


Hath ſpar'd it's deſtin'd prey; 
„ Elgiva rife, to life, to love, ok 
«© To Edwy haſte away. 


To life, to. love, to Edwy's arms 
From Erin's ſhore they hafte : 
The dream of joy, the dawn of hope, 
Beguil'd the F dreary waſte. | 


In vain----The dream of joy but led 
To ſcenes of dire affright ; | 


The dawn of hope but gleam' d, to cloſe 


In everlaſting night. 


Twas 
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Ah, hapleſs maid-! thy fate's decreed, iy 
The hour of death draws nigh,--- - | 

Nor thine, on Edwy's breaft reclin d. . 
To breathe thy farewell ſigag. . 8 


By Severn's ſtreams, where Glouceſter Stow? rs 
Shone oer adreary wood, _ 
There Odo fix'd his murd'rous band, 


And doom” d the ſeene of blood. 
* Receive,” they cried, © the meed of guilt .- 
The dagger pierc'd her breaſt : 
On Edwy, dwelt her falt'ring voice, 
She ſunk in endleſs reſt. 


Rent from her breaſt, yet warm, her heart 
Th' accurſed: Odo tore ; 
And wet with blood, to Edwy's hands- 
'The fatal preſent. bare.. 


Receive Elgiva's gift, to thee- 
Her laſt expiring: breath: 

ha Reſign'd this pledge of love, yet wet, 
With crimſon drops of death.” 
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44 Ts this th expected gift 5 0 un 
ke The hearts of lovers meet! 7 


11 Odo, emoy thy triumph! See 
The work of death complete! 


SORE 
et 1 come, Elgiva calls, , again 


oy We Fog no more to Pert; 


